SOME LETTERS OF
exerting my lame leg, that I have not been able to escape as far as your house. This week I shall make another and more desperate attempt to run the blockade, and in case of success shall drop in upon you some evening to swap operation-stories. . . You must not look to find me the picture of grace — the pardlike spirit beautiful and swift — that I once was. . . .
W. V. M.
To Richard Watson Gilder
2970 GROVELAND AVE., CHICAGO, ILL., Aug. 23, '05. DEAR MR. GILDER,
The account of " house work" in your country, and especially your contribution to the ceremonies, gave me the keenest pleasure. I am an ancient and — as I thought — irreconcilable enemy of the Whitmanic verse-mode, but your handling of it goes far to prove me wrong and baptize me into the new dispensation. The bee-filled linden-tree, " humming . . . like the plucked string of a violin," is unforgettably good. As regards the "Second Coming" I would say to the possible illustrator that the caulking-man was a strong, sensual-looking young Greek of the
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